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| A LITTLE LAY FOR LITTLE HOLIDAY LASSES. 


In a boat we’ll go a gliding © 
And on stupid donkeys riding 
In the-pleasant salty water we will dip, 


And ten thousand larks, or near it, 


We'll be up to, don’t you fear it, 
While down at Merry Margate on our trip, trip, trip. 
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every kind of Washable Embroidery, fine or bold, as 
Neus for Knitted Jumpers, Sports Hats, Gloves, Stockings 
rows and Scarves. There are special threads for EACH in 
white and lovely fadéless colours. They have silky smoothness, are strong 
and.even and easy to work. Obtainable at all Drapers and Needlework Depéts, 

_ with patterns, transfers and leaflets of instruction. 
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“ Ancnor ” Threads are seven in number : 


& COTON A BRODER’... -“* VELVENO | 
STRANDED. COTTON FLOX 
FILOSHEEN FIL D’ECOSSE 


FLOSS EMBROIDERY 
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|_ HOW YOU ARE 
RoBBED in LONDON. 
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' "Warded to any part of the World, fost free : 3 months, 
Ny,  *onths, 6s.; 12 months (including all Special 
Nop ets), 12s. Jn stamps or P.O.O.’s to THE 
Moy; LETORS, “THe SLOPERIES,” 7A, Wine OFFICE 
_*t, Fleet STREET, Lonpon, E.C. 


§ 

/ qew Cards and Contents Bills will be-sent post free 

ty, “Wsagents on application. Reading Cases, free of 
8¢, to Hotels, Restaurauts, etc. 

‘ 


Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be 
,, “thed, must enclose a s‘amed enveiope large enough 
yy orca the contributions submitted. Under no 
i, ~t Conditions will attention be given to work sent 
®n approval. ~ Do not enclose loose stamps. 
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tind, | | 
WHAT LAURA. STEELE 
SAID. 


4 THAT reminds me—” 
q Yes?’ 1 responded, instinctively., 
Did I ever tell you what Laura Steele said?’ 

iy acknowledged truthfully, ‘“ No’—congratulat- 

JRyself that the story would be as good as new. 
A i Was sweet on Laura in those days. She was 
=e Sirl. Pretty as a pink. 
hin T used to take her riding on Sundays and the 

<lpal kicked. 
Well,” he went on, mopping his eyes between 
ks of delightful reminiscence, ‘Laura would 
y, 28, principal or no principal, just as often as 
4 pula ask her, and somehow on Sundays it got to 
%) © regular thing. I had a zood horse named 
Mh, ond a trap just Jarge enough for two, and we 
Aye? took quiet little jaunts into the country bo- 

., 2g, et cetera.” 

. Principally et cetera?’ T ventured, 
Ne peur wasn't a girl to ery at every falling leaf. 
Ny tked excitement, and if there wasn’t any to be 
yer’ generally made it. The road along which 
ly driving was called the ‘Curly Cape’ because 
at i way in which\ it played hide-and-seek with 
‘ee Ver,. Well, Laura and I were discussing some 


"Use subject—I forget just what——” 


‘ 


That’s immaterial,” I interposed. 


y When Nell, with a plunge and a rear, brought 
YY Squence to an undignified climax, we had come 
a ~ & unusually kinky cur] in the road, out of 
iN ternal quiet of the woods, upon a most surpris- 
hy, Scene, There must haye been twenty little 
to. M the water, and as many more on the shelf 
"4. It was like a vision of elfs and gnomes; 
: at leap-frog, others swinging from tree-bran- 
ij, Nto the pool beneath; others wrestling and 
_ ing boisterously in the water. 


Mh, When they saw us they gave one deafening 

Ae There was a dead pause, and I chuckled as 

: it *hed legs, feet, and broad, flat backs disappear 

oy, by:magic. Nell lurched the cart over the 

athe splashing the water freely in her haste to 
Ny Sure of an even trut wnder the sweet-smelling 
_» of the curving road. 


‘ty Then, remembtring that I had been discussing 
Mig” ohn Stuart Mill, or something, with a sweet 
© girl, I turned to resume the thread of my 
ATH €nt, now so unhappily tangled, ,I suddenly 
Se the embarrassment of the moment. It was 
th I don’t know but that 1 should appear 
‘te I took courage and looked at Laura. Her 
\ Ne #8 scarlet, and she said——” 
iy te I, stupid, wae abent to say what Laura 
N ih having all at once flashed upon me during 
oa Miliar recital that I was the heroine—whom 
Called “ Laura’), but the expression of sur- 


\ eo cusemnent on my husband’s face throttled 
r 


. Tds ere they were uttered. 


hie Seeing through my untimely interruption, 
jit,, “tely lit hia pipe, puffed at it slowly while I 
Ny, Vith a foolish expectancy, and then—he cooly 
~ "a his nook. 
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THE CABARET GIRL, 


Sa ERE 
RHYMES OF THE TIMES. 


BY OUR “HALF-HOLIDAY” RHYMSTER. 


OLD AND NEW. 


Grandmother sat at her spinning-wheel 
In the dusk cf the long ago, 

And listened with scarlet dyeing her cheeks, 
For the step she had learned to know. 

A courtly lover was he who came, . 
With frill and ruffle and curi— 

They dressed so queerly im the days 
When Grandmother was a girl! 


“ Knickerbockers,” they called them then, 
‘When they spoke of the things at all— 

Grandfather wore them, buckled and trim, 
When he sallied forth to call, 

Grandmother's eyes were youthtul then—- 
His “ guiding stars,” he said; 

While she demurely watched her wheel 
And spun with a shining thread, 


Frill and ruffle and cur! are gone, 
But the " knickers’’ are with us yet— 

And so is love and the spinning wheel, 
But we ride it now—you bet! 

In Grandfather’s knickers ! sit and watch 
For the gleam of 2 !amp afar; 

And my heart still turns, as theirs, methinks, 
To my wheel and my guiding star. 


READ 
TOOTSIE | 
SPEAKING. 


SEE PAGE FOUR. 


‘*‘l HAVE A SONG TO 


SING, HO!’’ 


By “THE BARD.” 


THE VILLAGE SGHOOLBOY, 


(With apologies to the Shade o: Longfellow.) 


Under a spreading apple-tree 

The boy with bare feet stands, 
He has ten apples in him and 

Some more are in his’ hands— 
Beneath the waist of calico 

His tummy-tum. expands. 


His hair was scissored by his ma, 
Who cut it straight behind; 

He has a lurid colour that 
lg due to sun and wind— 

He’s lost the teeth he had in front, 
But doesn’t seem to mind, 


Week in, week out, from morn till night, 
He tears around the place, 

With briar scratches on his. legs 
And freckles on his face— 

‘he neighbours candidly admit 
‘that he’s a hopeless case. 


He wears his trousers at half-maat, 
He rises with the sun; 

The jobs his busy father leaves 
For him are seldom done, 

And he is always gone when there 
Are errands to be run. 


He goes on Sunday to the church 
And stays to Sabbath ‘school, 

And by propounding questions, makes 
Yo teacher seem a fool; 

He*’pinches smaller boys than he, 
And learns the golden rule. 


His mother sits uf every night 
Yo patch the clothes he wears, 

And every night he takea them off 
With more emphatic tears— 

He falls from trees and into wells, 
And smokes and chews and swears. 


The frightened chickens duck their heads: 
And cackle where he goes, 

With ugly sties upon his eyes 
And bruises; on his toes— 

He eats things with his knife, nor cares 
For any wind that blows. 

He'll gorge with undeveloped fruit 
Which is a foolish plan; 

No poetry is in him, but 
Know this, ye who scan; 

i takes much more than genius 
To stand the things he can! 


: \ A): 
“What makes you think he’s married?” 
“ Oh—well, he never puts his arms round my 

waist when he kisses me.” 
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LS anh a 

HULLO: Who is that? Who is that? Who? 

Who—o—o—o? Oh! do come closer to the ’phone!— 


no, I can’t hear!—no, go farther away !—no—wh—? 
Hardy?—what Hardy? Thomas?——Freeman, Hardy 
apd—oh, Lardi!—oh- my dear, why didn't you say se 
at first?—or, anyhow, say it so that I could hear!! 
* * * = * 
Have you been having all your teeth out? Or 
are you sucking chewing cum, or something like 
that? 


* * x * * 


Yes, I know—yes, yes, I have reglected you! Of 
course I have been away several weeks—oh!.yes, I 
might have written, but postage ie so expensive 
from abroad, and half the time the letters never 
arrive. Besides, I hate writing—I can always talk 
mauch better than I can write! (What? I didn’t 


quite catch that! Never mind, I daresay it wasn’t 


-_f 


i 


“Hl 


——_ . 
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any more worth catching than a cold or| the mea 
sles!!!) 


* * * * * 


Well, if you want to know, I've been to Biarrits 
and Spain, and all sorts of places, and—my dear, I 
can’t tell you “everything” in one short telephone 
conversation, but I'll do what I can now, and then 
I'll ring you up again in a day or two, and tell 
you some more, Will that suit you? 

a * * * * 

Good! It'll suit me, because Iam always ready 
to talk (anyhow, about myself) if I can only get 
someone to listen- 

* * * * a 


What am I going to tell you now? 
. * * * * * 

Oh !—er—er—oh! I'll give you one or two incidents 
connected with the journey—what did you ask? Did 
I have any dashing and daring adventures? Oh! 
my hat, yes! Some of ’em J just daren’t tell yoa! 
But those which are fit for your young ears, you 
shall hear! 

* * * * * 

As you know, I went to stay with some relations 
of Pa’s—a very swagger branch of the Sloper family, 
who have got a villa at Biarritz—and when the 
Dook heard I was going he very. kindly said that he 
would make all arrangements for my journey, and 
take my tickets, and all that ecort of thing. (Bob do 
it? Oh! no, Bob was away—he had had to run over 
to New York on businesa—it is possible that we may 
live there when we dare married—I am told that the 

‘American men make such a fuss of women, and are 
never happy unless they are making them presents.) 
* * # '* * 

Well, the Dook got all my tickets from Cook’s 
(no, I haven’t paid him yet, because I haven’t hap- 
pened to have change!), and then he said he would 
see me as far as Dover, 

. * * * * 

This he did, and, as it was fruit, “fizz,” and 
chocs all the way from Victoria, it warn quite a plea- 
sant train run. 


_ * * * _ 
“T’ll see you on the boat,” he said. 
ie * * * * 


And so he did, and put me comfortably in a Ist 
class ladies’ cabin (he said it was too rough for it 
to be wise for me to stay on deck), wished me “‘ bon 
voyage,” and walked off. ° 

* * * * a 

But when we reached Boulogne, and I staggered 
out. of the cabin (pea-green and lemon yellow aren’t 
pretty tinta for a complexion, are they?) who should 
I see but the Dook!! 


iT / ; 
Ie Uy 


Ay Y) 


LITTLE BOY:Yes, she fell into a barrel of black paint down the street, but ! fixed her all right, 
OLD LADY: Oh! you good little boy, what did you do? . 
LITTLE BOY: | throw’d her into a barrel of whitewash, 


avausr 11, 19% 


—_— 


‘ me 
JOHNNY: It was too bad of you not meeting 
last night, Flo; | was put out. 
FLO: | daresay you were-—at closing time. 


“ Yes, here I am—boat started before I could Le 
off—so—er—I can see you into your train for Pari® 
he said—and I must confess that I wasn’t sorry’ 

_ * * * * \ 

So he put me into a first-class compartment! 
where one or two seats seemed to be reserved 
“ good-bye,”’ and left me. 

* * * * * 

But when the train reached Paris, and I par 
just wondering if I had to change for Biarritz, 
should happen but that the Dook should appe@? 
the door of the carriage-: 

* * * * * 

‘‘ Beastly bore, but the train started before I s# 

away,” he said, 
* * * * o tb 

And so it went on—he came all the way 4 
me, which really didn’t seem te matter—not unt 
the night journey began!! 

* * * * * of 

But at about nine o'clock, when we had dined 
the train, he said: 

“We had better go to the Wagon-lit now.” af 
“What's that?” I said. And his only reply ¥ 
to lead me to a very small and comfy compart™ 3d? 

which really didn’t seem as though it wasn’t ? 
to hold more than two people. 
* a os 3 ae oe 

“Y’ve never seen a carriage like this befoT® , 
waa just saying, when the door opened to admit 
big Frenchman in a white linen jacket, who i™ ok 
diately turned one or two handles that were é 
ing out of the wall, and—well, to hurry up wit? vm 
anecdote, I may tell yon that before ten min 
had elapsed, one sort of hammock-like bed had ot 
lowered from the ceiling, while what had 
like a seat was transformed into another! 

* * * * * 4 

Sheets, blankets, etc., were then produced, Z 
then I realised that a Wagon-lit meant a 
on-thetrain bedroom for two!! 

* * gt Sh * 4 

I was shocked and horrified, and all my moder 
and purity were outraged. I yelled with fury: 
the Dook replied calmly, and said that sleepi™® 
a train was entirely different from sleeping * 
house or hotel, and that there was -nothing or 
improper for two people to sleep all night im sep ee 
ate bunks than on two seats in a railway car? 

* * ey ry s s 

But that wasn’t good enough for me, sore tb? 
bering that I was Bob’s betrothed wife, and ined 
daughter of a noble and honourable house—I d 
out of the compartment, and swayed and sta& 4” 
down the whole length of the train until I fouP att 
husband and wife who had got a sleeping pi 1 


ment to themselves. And when I found 


told them that my reputation would be forevet att’ 


unless the wife consented to sleep in my © 
ment with me, while the Dook turned in with os? 
husband. And directly they heard he was ® je 
they consented. 80, you see—oh! I can’t #47  i¢ 
more now because Pa wants the telephone—(th 

a big sale of whisky, and he wants to order ture 
bottles !)—yes, yes; I’ll tell you about an adver net 
I had in the Pyrenees ditectly I have got 9” now 
minute to ring up—I must go—au revoir ( jv? 
French T have become!)—cheerio!—all right, P® ~ 40 
finished now—I waa just rincing up the brewe pike? 
see if they had any more of that old ale yo" 
s0 much, Right! You come along—rigeht! 
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MAIDEN MEDITATION, 
if we could All be good. if we would ve ‘ 
\ b’lieve we would And so we should ~ Gain all we could 1 suppose all the men have taken to flying. 
By being good. There’s not one in the sea!” 
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LOCAL HERO (after lunch presentation): Well, your washup, all I’ve got to say | will say in two words—thank you 
very much, UP THE POLE. 
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No. 6.—THE LEAF OF “THE FOOLISH VIRGIN.” 


room in which Olga Barr 

found herself one wild March 
evening was a pleasant one 
after the cold comfort of the 
outer air. The heavy silken 
curtains were closely drawn 
along their brass rods, a 
bright fire burned on the tiled 
hearth; in a corner was a tall 
pedestal lamp, shaded with a 
cunning mixture of silk and 
lace, and filling the perfectly 
appointed room with repose- 
ful shadow. Olga sat in a 
cosy arm-chair, her head resting against the plush 
back, and her eyes fixed upon a young, extremely 
handsome man, who stood with his back to the 
tire, talking earnestly. 

“T could not have taken the liberty of troubling 
you,”’ he said, “only, you see, I do not care to trust’ 
a delicate matter like this in the hands of a man. I 
may say at once that my sister Cecil has run away 
with her drawing-master, a plausible, none too g00d- 
looking Irishman of middle age, whom we strongly 
suspect of being married already. We know where 
she is, but we dare not make any move for fear the 
thing should become public, and that is the very 
last thing we desire. The rascal is fairly crafty, 
and knows that it is in my mother’s power, to de- 
prive Cecil of her inheritance if the marries in an 
unsatisfactory manner, and for tha present the 
deluded girl has been established in lodgings at 
Hastings, where he goes to see her once. a week— 
never more. 

“ Of course, Cecil has no idea that we are aware 
of this; but my brother and sister, who happened to 
run over for the day from Eastbourne, where they 
were staying a short time back, saw her without 
being seen. 

“Cecil is supposed to be at Hastings for the 
benefit of her health, and for the present the secret 
is safe enough. .We want you to go down and see 


~~ 
PAY WERE 


EU 


| 


i 


1 


what you can do. The address is 14, Strand Street, 
Warner Square—a> lodging-house, where you might 
take rooms.”’ ‘ 
OLGA AT WORK AGAIN, 


Olga listened carefully to all that Sir Malcolm 
Scott had to say. She did not waste any time in 
idle conversation, but havime settled upon her own 
line of action, lost no time in putting lt into opera- 
tion, and -by the last train that evening she went 
down to Hastings. 


She decided for the present not to put up at tha 
same house where the missing Cecil was staying, but 
to take rooms at an hotel, selecting the Alexandra 
for that purpose. 


For the next day or two she haunted Strand 
Street pretty closely, especially watching No, 14, 
where she found by a local paper that two families 
and one “Miss Barry” were staying. It did not 
take long to identify “Miss Barry ’”’ with Cecil Scott, 
as Olga had a photograph of that very indiscreet 
young person in her possession. As she anticipated, 
“Miss Barry ” turned out ic be the person of whom 
she was in search. 


A day or two passed, during which most ot 
“Miss Barry’s” movements weré closely watched, at 
the end of which time the young lady appeared «ne 
morning on the Hastings pier with a big, floria 
man, dressed’) in immaculate frock-coat and top 
hat, whom Olga rightly determined to be Mr. 
Patrick Sullivan. He did not appear to be the 
least shy or self-conscious, and took not the slightest 
notice of his neighbours. The twain seated them- 
selves, and for a long time appeared to be occupied 
in a most é@ngrossing conversation which lasted till: 
lunch-time, 


» “Well, I must go now, me charmer,” Olga heard 
the swain say. “’Tis better, as I don’t want to 
compromise ye in anyway, sure; but I’]l meet ye 
again, at three, in the same place, so good-bye for 
the present.” 


ou 


») rs 


ii tc 


FIRST: What's the matter, old man—b0Ols tight? / 
SECOND: Er-—er--no! 
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As “Miss Barry” turned towards St. Leora ” you 
her late companion sauntered on towards the ®t She } 
ings end of the town. He went quietly’ at yerd h,*he 8] 
then quickened his pace until he walk : BAe cc 
briskly. ay} Be ‘Onk; 
For quite a long time Olga followed him, th le sig 
came to a shabby street above the town, at # b W to } 
whereat he stopped, and, opening the door wit? 's by Dret; 
air of one who is at home, entered, pris? ty: Dow 
The house was by no means inviting—the py ® ph, beh 
were dirty, and one of them sloyenly held UP gp@ He] ang 
pin, but the card marked “Apartments” ! eH? Weteh t 
window \inspired Olga with an idea. C of Me ren 


i ‘ 
dressed very plainly so as not to attract attent pe Fr Mligs 


as was her custom on business bent—and opt ihe she 
quently when, half-an-hour later, she call J the py 
asked to see,the apartments her appearance no” 

no comment. She winced a little as she Wa5 © cdr 

over the dirty »rooms, reeking with foul 1”) aif | aN 
which seemed to rise from the half kitche™: , pel Ge na 


sitting-room ‘behind, where she caught sight got i Oh: 
quarry in his shirt-sleeves, ‘his feet on one chat by 


Scott not more than once a week, allowing i ene 
believe thdt the time he was not with her wa " 4h¢ Be, cul 


his body on another, smoking a short clay pipe yg? For 
“T think I will take them for a month, 4p@ @ ato 
said, decided by the ‘picture she had see™ A Shtest 
kitchen. “I am daily governess to a famil¥ 4 | tee 
the house they have taken will not accom™® 6 oe 
me. My name is Magness. here is the first Dios, c 
rent, and I will bring my boxes this evenins- ne" hea. 
Before night she was settled Gown in heF 
quarter, a re 
A SISTER’S DEVOTION. Pa th 0 
But not to be idle. It did net-take her 108 i — . 
learn that the tenant of the house was MI gg Btn, 
van’s sister—a rather pleasant, honest-l0° of B eet 
elderly woman, with a little money, and wh® = VP lea ¢ 
wonderful belief in the genius of her brothe™- je" Mg, “ent 
It was very evident that she had little or bas geh aN ‘on j 
of the scheme which was working in that W? snes we D 
tleman’s brain. It was not hadly earried out eco! 7 dag 
for Mr. Sullivan was astute enough to meet 17 BY, Cott 
pe’ ot Wh. Unter 


in- London, whereas that time was spent mint Trou 
f ; : : onse yy an 8e 
little kitchen-parlour drinking beer and ¢ ns a 
a cheap tobacco poetically known as “ Retur ine Ster 
It was not long before Miss Barr begav pa oy 
a strong interest in Syllivan’s artistic wor”. ian hea, ; 
folios of which hig delighted sister produced —, of ens 
inspection of her lodger. These generally ©#” gif? Jk) 4 
when the artist was away after nightfall ®P° i? 9 ey 
his time in the congenial atmosphere of # "ed ae 
house, Uy 
er ¢ 
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Women, Effectually Restore Lost V! a 
Stamina, counteract results of late 4 N id 
excesses. ‘ Damaroids” is the Tr y Didi 
Spinal Tonic. ‘ Damaroids ” give = free’ oh 
Life. Sold in boxes 3s. and 5s. ag me wet 
the Special Extra Strong 12s. per", pa 
take effect in a few minutes. SamP 
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“Messrs. A. 8. DAMAROID COMP! ¢ , 


48, Cranbourn Street, Londo” 
(Opposite Daly's Theatre-) 


Business Houfs 9 a.m. till 8 P™ 
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' Si ry like the’drawing very much,” Olga said, criti- 
nard? a” ag the last portfolio of sketches was produced. 
7 


9” 


yas’ a Syour brother paints portraits, too 
gro he held up an oil painting of a woman’s head 
Th She spoke. ‘The face was a pretty, piquant one, 
; \e countenance weak and decidedly fast. 
hy, Only once in a way,” Miss Sullivan said. with a 
ih. Sigh. 
i,“ to be on the stage; and whom he married for 
Pretty face; but it was altogether a sad mis 
c Ne poor fellow! It pretty well ruined his life, 
},, 5e has not been the same man since. She was 
~ and fast, and although she was—er—discreet 
"Sh to keep herself out of any danger there was 


“3087 _ © reason to doubt that—er—you understand.” 
con 4, 8s Barr understood quite well enough; at any 
1 oF AY She thought Mrs. Patrick Sullivan did not have 
aus © best of the bargain, | 

pe 
ab? Or” 
a0 GOOD NEWS. 


Pe , Ana the unfortunate creature is dead?” she 


Bi t& 


iy, Oh! dear, no,” was the reply. ‘She is on the 
re | York stage, where she made rather a hit in a 
One ~® not long ago, the papers said.” 
p ot j. Ut Olga Barr had apparently ceased to take the 
r, at? ip vest interest in the future or past of Mrs. Sulli- 
08g She had all she wanted now, and the sooner 
wee Was out of that stuffy place the better she would 
ere leased. Late as it was. she went out and tele- 
ad | Phed to Scott :— 
“Good news. Come to-morrow. and call up- 
10 a O. Bring her to this add’ess, whether sne 
on i kes it or not, at three p.m. sharp. Bring as 
hg cn gan family witnesses as possible. 72, Dufoy 
one treet, Hastings.” . 
ne t lea chose the hour mentioned .because Sullivan, 
F ae? Went out every day directly after dinner to give 
0 ge” Th, Son in the neighbourhood, always returned at a 
y. peer past three.. She contemplated a coup d’etat 
ot ei! The shape of a dramatic surprise. 
b a h, Ott arrived the following morning, and Olga 
he t Fi “ntered him on the Parade. His face was more 
1 p¢ @ {ful than wher they had last met. 
io ot You have some good news?” he asked eagerly. 
um, hy ®n see it in your face. We pounced down upon 
op h “ister thig morning—my brother, sister, and self. 
eos" : are keeping guard over her at this moment. 
, Pye a. 9) eu me what you have discovered.” 
ror out P lea told him, toaching him carefully up in the 
me 98 in. tY Of the man who had eucceeded in fascinating 
oP ie ,. Scott. It was quite enough for all practical 
pe "OSes, At three o'clock to the minute there ar- 


ly). 2t 72, Dufoy Street a party consisting of Cecil 
her captors. She was pale but determined, not 


‘That was Patrick’s wife, a girl who, 
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at all understanding what was in the wind. Not a 
word was spoken as Miss Sullivan admitted them, 
leoking a littie surprised over her spectacles as she 
was asked to join the party in Olga’s sitting-roo:m. 


ALL’S WELL THAT ENDS WELL, 


“TI came to see your jrother,’ Scott said sternly, 
as he turned tc the lady in question. “‘ We need not 
detain you, but. if I mistake not, here the gentleman 
18." 

The door opened at that moment, and Sullivan 
swaggered in. ; 

“Ts that the man who dared to suggest marriag 
to you?” Scott asked, pointing to Sullivan with 


scornful finger. 


Sullivan staggered back, and would have bolted, 
but Scott was too quick for him. 

“T have brought you here that this might be a 
Tesson to you.” he went or, turning to his wretched 
sister, who was crying quietly “That scorndrel 
is married. He has a wife on the American variety 
stage, Ella Lester by name. Ask him tu deny it.” 

But he denial came. Sullivan could only -shift 
his position uneasily. ° 

“You hear,” Scott went on agein. “He dare 
not deny it. I would bave spared: you this dezra- 
cation, Cecil,-but you brought it on yourself, Ly 
vyanted to show you what a pitiful rascal the fellow 
was. And harkee, sirrah!” he continued, turning to 
the wriggling Adonis, ‘my sister is under eighteen 
by a few weeks. If you dare t» mention thie to a 
soul, or I ever hear of you again, I will provecite 
you for abduction, which is punishable with penal 
servitude. Put on your hats, all of you, and let us 
leave this hole,” 

Sullivan made no attempt to stoy. thera. Indeed. 
he waa equally anxious to see the last of his un-, 
expected visitors. With a feeling of satisfaetion, 
Clga noted the look with which he was favoured }:v 
his late intended victim. 

“He has not touched her heart,’’ she said to 
Scott, as they reached the street, 

“No,” that individual reserved, with a, ‘,neer 
smile. ‘‘ But 1 should like to have touched his body 
witn a horsewhip. However, ‘All’s well that ends 
well’ Let me thank you. No gan could have 
Ianaged the atiair half so well.” 


‘ 


)o( 


NOT A ONE-RKING CIRCUS, 


Jack: I know Ethel loved me. 

Tom: But you had no show with her father, eh? 

Jack: Oh! didn’t 1? Lhad a regular circus with 
him. That’s where the trouble came in, 


f PAGE SEVEN 
A CAUTIOUS -WIFE, 
Mr, R——, a gentleman of private means, solici- 


teus for the well-being of his nephew; and to. pre- 
vent the danger of his being drawn into the vortex 
of Paris dissipation, strongly advised him to take 
to himself. a wife, but as the young man’ seemed 
in no hurry about it the uncle determined to take 
the matter in hand himself. 

Mr. R—— aceordingly’ repaired to the office of a 
matrimonial, agent, who, mistaking his visitor for 
an éligible client, received him with his blandest 
smiles and led him into an inner room and handed 
him an album containing the’ choicest specimens of 
his fair customers. vs 

“Plenty of material to select from, is there not?’ 
he said, rubbing his hands, as he stood beside the 
old gentleman. : 


“Ha! what is this? Where did you. get that 


photo? How dare you place my wife's likeness in 
that album ?”’’ 
So saying, the irate Mr. R—— seized the aston- 


ished gent by the breast of his coat and gave the 
man a thorough shaking, for among the other pho- 
tos he had seen his wife’s carte, a counterpart of 
the one she had given’ him on the first anniversary 
of their marriage. And the description inser 
under the portrait was painfully, nay, 
accurate. Nothing was omitted; not even the slight 
lisp, which in the. first weeks of their honeymoon he 
regarded as an additional charm, but which was 
here designated as mmering. 

He jumped into a.cab and hurried home, 

“A horrid abuse is being made of your picture, 
my dear!’ he exclaimed, quite out of breath; it 
figures among the list of candidates at a matri- 
monial office!” 

“Dear me!’’ replied Madam R— with a yawn; 
“pray don’t excite yourself... .Why, that was last 
year, when you were so ill. I had my name en- 
tered, and quite forgot to ask for my likeness back 
again !’’ 


Tableaux! Jo 


IT SEEMED NECESSARY. 


Rowne de Bout: You wouldn’t marry Miss Roxy 
for her money, ‘would you, Upson? 

Upson Downs: How else can I get it? 
ot 
< 1F— 


4 


/ 


The man who is always telling what he would do 
if he were the father of some other man’s boy, has 
girls only in his family. 


A MODEL WIFE. 


4 ith: So you have got married? 1 
.°ld you have made an excellent 


, a 
: odes: Yes, my wife is a very accom- 
fd person. She is at home in”* 
h, “hing. She is at home in litera- 
i, 8t home in music, at home in art. 
- LN in one thing she is not at home. 
] en What is that? 

“8: She is never—at home. 


t “q 
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MUST BE GOOD, 


mer: I want to get a dog-collar; 

‘ing handsome and showy. 

Payer: win tis one do? 

°mer: No; I'd like something 

_®Xpensive than that. ‘You see, 

Myoy wife’s dog, and I'd like to get 
Ne to steal it. 


| MapRRIED LOVE. 
| ®8y DR MARIE STOPES. | 
PRICE Gs. POST FREE. 


Gost free) 3/6 
eas” eee 


‘ y \ . 6/- 
rage re : 73.1 ey ee us 
a ire orks .. (post free) 3/6 


Mgiite or call, Messrs. A.S. RENDELL & Co., Pub- 
~ 8, Green St., Leicester Sa., ,W.C.2. 


CATALOGUE FREE. 


“Good heavens! What the 


; 
. 
g 

4 
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deuce have you charged?” 


“ It's owing te the increase of rates, sir.” \ 
“Well, you don't think | can pay all the increase, do you’”’ 


/ 


offensively | 
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A TOUCHING SONGSTRESS. 
ef | ; @ “a ” at 
‘‘What a lovely fresh complexion Molly has.” tg Singing a song of Home Sweet Home” th 
‘Yes, darling; fresh every morning,” S “touched ’ our hearts and our pockets too, 
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SHE: Are you fond of music, Mr. Perkins? nev 
HE: Yes, passionately; but don’t mind me! THE PRIDE oF THE 
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SEA SHELL COSTUME, 
‘| would advise a man to pause 


\ i: 
oe py 


t i own, }! no cause 
HE: Marriage is the churchyard of love, my dear, | ndeed, » | see 


SHE: And you men are the gravediggers. He should not pause for life, 
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HER DEAREST FRIEND: My dear, you should have made your birthday cake larger. You'll never have room 
on it for all the candles. 
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No, 6,—THE BAD-TEMPERED MAN. 


By “JANE,” THE SKIVVY. 


i, Me. HOWLER was decidedly 
the limit, orltho’ my fa 
ther culd run ’im a very good 
sekkund. I used 
father was quite a champion 
in that pertikkler line until 
I met Mr. Howler, a friend of 
master’s, and then I was 
shore that pore pa was really 
sumthing to be put up With. 
Mr. Howler—observe the 
H--is sumthing in the City, 
and I ’av’ ’eard. thrugh the 
master that ’is clarks fade 
and die under ’is iron rool. 
Of korse, I think the 
clarks must be a bit soft to 
fade and ‘die in sech a weak 
sort of way without even a 
flutter of freedom; but wo- 
ao” & and wuld proberly go to the 
men wuld be more senserble, 
extent of a five minits’ iniervew with ’im in which 
’e mite cum orf wurst. 


SUCH A NICE MAN TO KNOW, 

’E ’as frends, and loozes ‘em like a kamelion 
duz ’is skin; and it’s only becoz master’s one of 
those delightful men wat are orlmost distinkt—1ix- 
tinkt, I mean—wat abserlootly refuze to quarrel with 
ennyone, that Mr. E, still claims frendship with the 
dear ‘ead of our ’ouse. I call him the ‘ead becoz 
the men generally are called ’eads; but it’s only a 
sort of honorary title, witch they slip orf as they 
enter the frunt door—at least master duzs—and the 
matter ends there. 

At least, it wuld be better if it did end there; 
but in the case of the misses there’s a good deal 
more to follow. * 

But I was goin’ to rite about Mr. Howler. 

As a young man ’e marrid, but a little later on 
"ia wife pegged out. I never lernt wat she dide of; 
but, after meetin’ ‘er widower—I ’anded ’im the per- 


to think } 


taters on one occasion—I shuld say she contrakted 
severe frite at the thort of ’avvin’ to pass the even- 
in’ of her days with old Howler, and thort it would 
be eazier to fade out yung. 


HIS LEGACY, 


But. as a sort of leggerey. she left ‘im two small 
Howlers—in more sences than one—and I ‘av’ ’eard 
that ’e put ’em out to grass very yung, only gettin’ 
them ’ome agaze in time ,to fix them up reddy for 
bordin’-skool. 

Of korse, they ’adn’t seen much of their father 
in their ixtreme youth, and wen they came ‘ome 
later on for their ’olidays, IT suppose they took 
frite, like their mutther ’ad before them; so it ,was 
a case of ’istry repeatin’ itself. 

The boy ran away to ses. wen ’e wae fifteen, and 
the girl ran away and got. marrid wen she was six- 
teen, and I ’aven’t lernt witch came orf wurst; but 
old Howler turned their fotografs to the wall, or- 
dered their bicykkles to be sold, and gave their tooth. 
brushes away; so you can guess ’e felt ’urt at their 
hbehavier, orltho’, from those who was in klose at- 
tendunee on ’im at the time of the traggidies, ’e 
bore ’ig sorrer siluntly. 

But one day sumbody in ’is ’ousehold found a 
slate in a cubberd, and on lookin’ at it the retainer 
solved the problem of Howler’s silunce durin’ ’is dis 
serpointment. 


WHAT HE THOUGHT OF THEM, 


*E’ad written down ’is opinion of ’is two orf- 
spring with a slate-pencil, and the butler—a born 
peacemaker—put the slate in the kitchin fire, and 
watched the pet names papa ’ad called ‘em crack 
and break up in the glowin’ embers. 

Now, the master tells us that Mr. Howler ’as no 
klarks at the offlise at all, as ’is temper ’as becum 
so bad that orl the windows ’av’ to be kept open fer 
fresh air, and the ynng men found that, wat with 
Howler’s temper and the kronik drarfts in their left 
ears, life wasn’t wurth livin’. So sum emmyegratid, 


MURIEL: J suppose, dear, you wonder why I'm always practising? 
VISITOR: Yes, darling, | think you ought to stop. 
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wile utthers ’ay’ gorn’ in fer shuv-’alfpenny, or su 
utther munny-makin’ okkupayshun. 

Orltogether, Howler is wat you mite term # 
lonely sort of man, and a little later on I can se 
‘im “avvin’ no one at or! left to quarrel with. < 

’E spoke to me once wen ’e called in one eveni"- 

The master didn’t ’appen to be. at ’ome, EO 
asked the old man if ’e’d cum im and wait, and ® 
sed ’e wuld. At least, he grunted it ont. 

I opened the drawin’-room dor. Y 

“Sit down, sir, please,” I sed, in an ingagi® 
tone. ; 

“YT ghall do nutthin’ of the kind,” sed old H+» 
with.a sniff; but I didn’t mean to vive ’im best vet- 

“Why?” I asked. 

‘Because you told me to—Hussey!” 

“You’re a very rude man,’ I sed; “and if it was 
my ‘ouse, I’d throw you out"’ 

Howler couldn't get any change out of Jane- 

“Tut! you little beast!” he added. 

That was too much for me. I mentioned to ‘i™ 
wat I thort of ’im wen I got me seckond, wind, 2? 
a few minits later . 

I remember misses tryin’ to coax me orf ’im witht 
a promise of a sub. to Moosife’s. 

No, Mr. Howler is reolly the limit. 


JO 


NO RECIPROCITY. 


Father: Tommy, why don’t you go and see your 
little dead friend, Johnny Smith? 

Tommy: Because he won't come and see me whe? 
I'm dead. 
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3 TILseERtTsS had not 

been much in eyi- 
dence in the club room 
for some time, but he 
put in an appearance the 
» otHer ‘Hight, and pro- 
| ceeded to. unburden his 
soul. 

“It’s hardly 
you chaps,” he, gave 
warning to his fellow- 
members, “‘but only an 
episode, Anybody who 
wants a three-volume in 
Nutshell had best go out and buy a modern dialogue 
hook, I deal in short and simple things, because 2 
_ Understand ’em.”’ 

Lord Jim looked interested. 

“J want to tell you,” resumed young Tilberts, 
“about Matilda, who was a most undutiful girl. 

“The Honourable Thomas was her father, He 
Was crooked. He was the youngest son of an earl, 
With a large family and a small hank account. He 

ad been neglected in his youth, and kept short of 
' Cash. He was naturally unorthodox, in a social 
Snse, to start with; and neglect and impecuniosity 
' feveléped the worst part of him, and left the best 
Dart in abeyance. And his mother died when he 
Was! young. He did badly at school and college; 
4nd, after his education was supposed to be finished, 
he tried several professions, and was a dead failure 
' 8 ’em all. 

“When his father died, and a brother, with whom 
© had never got on well, came in for the family 
title and limited possessions, he left home, and be- 
fan to try to make a living without doing any 
Terular work. He was not briliant, but he was 
together too enterprising, and frequently came to 
Brief. His relations practically disowned’ him, but, 
Nevertheless, he induced a woman to become his 
Wife, 

“Years passed. Matilda was born; Mattilda’s 
Mother died; and Matilda grew up. She was a 
bretty girl, and she had a lot of pluck and a spirit. 
he never grumbled when she had to wear’ shabby 
Clothes, nor when she was hungry, as was some- 
times the case. - 

‘“A\lso she would see the funny side of things, 
4nd I am sure she knew her father better than any- 

y else did. But if anyone said a word against 
him in her hearing, she was a perfect little cat, 
She literally put her back up and spat, and then 
®ave unrestricted expression to the most unflatterin, 
Minions touching the offending person or persons 

“In many respects Matilda was a child of ma 
tare, although experience opened her eyes to a good. 
Many things. The Honourable ‘Thomas was proud, 
8nd yet half afraid of her. Sometimes ‘he asked 

Sr her advice, and ‘occasionally took it.’’s 5 
i Lord Jim hereupon whistled softly, and young 
iharts favoured him with ,a glance indicative of 
Dolite indifference, 

“The interesting pair wandered about a ‘bit,’ 
he continued. “TI can’t tell all the places they 
Visited, however. Their movements were regulated 
¥ the question of cash. Sometimes the Honourable 
Thomas was in luck, and gloriously apparelled; 
Sometimes he was hard up, and wore shabby attire. 
Matilda shared his exaltations and downfalls. ‘She 
Stuck by her parent, did that girl, like a little 
brick,” 

Young Tilberts paused to reflect. 

‘And she was a little brick,” he reiterated. 
, But, all the same, she was very undufiful. She 
"ikea to think and act for herself. When, for in- 
‘tance, the countess, her aunt, offered her a perma- 
*nt and highly respectable home, on the sole con- 
ltion that she should sever all connection with her 
°bnoxiotis parent, she declined without consulting 
*‘nybody. 

“When the Honourable Thomas heard about this 
“fterwards he felt very glad, hut he tried to bluster 
®bont his valuable advice not having been asked. 
Then his daughter looked at him pretty hard. He 
Was getting to look old before his time. His hair 
Was white, and his expression was partly. dull and 

y defiant, and altogether weary; and his mouth 
trembled, and his hands shook plainly. But the 
‘ Sirl kissed his mouth with her firm lips, and held 
of his hands with both her own, which were 


a tale, 
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so-smaill, and yet so strong and steady. 

“*T didn’t need advice, papa,’ she said. ‘1 
won’t leave you for anything in the world—not even 
if you bid me go.’ 

“The Honourable Thomas couldn't say anything 
to this; and, for a bit, eyerything went on beauti- 
fully. I really think the oid man made a big effort 
to behave well, but he coul'n’t do it—at least, not 
permanently. It is very easy for people who have 
always gone straight to keep well within the 
borders, and to allude with horror to people who 
branch out. But some»men can’t help themselves. 
Nature made ’em crooked, and Nature keeps em so. 
Let us judge “em as kindly as we cap, and 1emember 
that we ain’t perfect ourselves.”’ 

Young Tilberts pulled at his cuff, and looked 
graver than he had yet done, ne, 

“TI can't go into details about what happened 
next,” he said slowly. “It wouldn’t do any good, 
and it would be’ very unfair—to Matilda, say, if to 
nobody else. So IT will confine myself to bare out- 
lines. 

“The Honourable Thomas was somehow intro- 
duced to Mr. Albert Nixon in Paris, Nixon was the 
son of a man who had commenced like nobody, and 
had died a soap king, leaving about a million to 
his only son. Nixon was fairly young, with a red 
face, big hands, a stolid air, and a perfect genius 
for spending no end of cash on tailors and that sort, 
and yet looking vilely dressed and piteously uncom- 
fortable. 
taken up by high-class people. Yet he may not, 
despite his little defects, have been altogether a bad 
sort. 

“The Honourable Thomas introduced him to 
Matilda, who was frank and easy at first, and then 
all at once became uncommonly cold and reserved. 
Nixon, for his part, couldn’t tell what made him 
feel such a fool, and at the same time so pleased 
with everything. y . 

“One morning, when Matilda wasn’t at home, 
the Honourable Thomas gaid that things were slow, 
and suggested that Nixon. should play cards with 
him to pass away the time, and Nixon said that he 
was agreeable. The young man did not care much 
for the plan; but he was, for some reason or an- 
other, anxious to oblige Matilda’s father. So those 
two played for an hour or so, 2nd the Honourable 
Thomas won a bit. He was crooked; and in the 


matter of cards he could have given Nixon a vast. 


number of points, and beaten, him easily. 


WIFE: Pshaw! | did think the same myseit, 


Also he had a desire to see life and be , 
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“That was the first time. They played pretty 
often afterwards, but always, as it curiously hap- 
pened, when Matilda was.out of the way. And the 
Honourable Thomas nearly always won, yet Nixon 
never grumbled, and neyer realised that he was- 
about the greatest duffer who had ever handled the 
pasteboards. 

“During this time. Matilda remained cold and 
reserved to Nixon, who couldn't. understand her rea- 
son, and was very much concerned by it—much more- 
s0 than he was over his misfortunes at cards, 
Everything considered, he was a remarkably modest 
chap, and finally concluded that Matilda’ disap- 
proved of him, and that -he would do well to take- 
himself. off without saying something he had in 
tended to say. So he announced his intention,. 
whereat the Honourable Thomas was openly grieved; 
while Matilda said nothing, but became more frozen 
than ever. 

“Tt was exactly at this time, that Matilda first 
learned about the card-playing. She hadn’t even 
suspected it before, and the knowledge came upon 
her very suddenly and unpleasantly. Perhaps this- 
was the reason why she spoke very plainly to the 
Honourable Thomas; but, at any rate, the parent 
turned rusty, and refused to listen to a word. He 
was sulky and defiant, and his daughter saw that 
it was. no use trying to work upon him by ordinary 
means. é 

“But she was an undutiful girl. 

‘Upon the evening of the discovery, Nixon failed 
to put in an appearance; and when the Honourable 
Thomas thought of going out, Matild aasked him to: 
stay at home and play- cards with her. And ‘she 
was so nice and coaxing that no man could have 
refused. The parent remained, and played cards, 
At. first he won, but then luck went against him, 
and this aroused the gambler spirit in him, and he: 
staked much more heavily than he had intended ‘to- 
do—and lost, and lost.” 

Young Tilberts looked fixedly at his listeners. 

“ Nixon received a packet of notes that night,” 
he proceeded, ‘‘and, as a result, he used bad words, 
and went to see Matilda straightway. And he was 
in such a state of mind ‘that he could hardly wait 
until he was alone with her, face to face, before he 
began talking in a fast way, getting redder and 
redder, yet looking far from silly. He had to say 
a good deal before his listener's set face softened in 
the least degree, But when he saw one sign of hope, . 
he simply threw a certain packet into the fire and 
took Matilda into his arms.” % 

Young Tilberts rose languidly from his seat. 

“TI think I understand,’ said Lord Jim reflec- 
tively; “but I should like to be clear on ene point. 
The Honourable Thomas was a good hand at as 
game; was his daughter the same?” A. 

“Not at all,” rejoined young Tilberts coolly: 
“The undutiful girl saved her parent’s honour by 
cheating him, although he never knew as’ much. 
She'd marked the cards.” 
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PAGE TWELVE 


NLIKE most other sport, racing is 

a game that can only be definitely 

continued providing luck comes to the 
assistance of the participator. 

it is all very well to talk of skill and 
acience in connection with the pastime, 
but without a certain amount of grace 
from ‘the fickle goddess, racing is a 
recreation that can only be continu- 
ously indulged in by the lucky few 
whose banking accounts are on the 
bulky side. 

A Risky Pastime. 

Seldom indeed does the punter whoss 
resources are limited reach a state of 
affluence through the medium of back. 
ing horses. 

As soon as this palpable fact is 
thoroughly ingrained into the mind of 
the would-be millionaire beginner, the 
better will be the ultimate state of the 
capital which might be at his com- 
mand. 


Seventy-five per cent, Fail! 

lt would be no exaggeration to state 
that more than seventy-five per cent. of 
punters who pass through the initia! 
stages of backing horses finish their 
sojourn into the realms of racing very 
much poorer, and, let it be mentioned, 
wiser men. 

One has only to turn up any of the 
numerous books of the racing reminis- 
cences to find that there has been a 
very large number of really well-to-do 
members of the multitudes that have 
gone in for the sport of kings who have 
quickly eome to the end of their tether. 

Bearing this unpalatable fact in 
mind, there is no wonder that the ma- 
jority of the whole fraternity of sport- 
ing writers untilise their braing in an 
endeavour to place before their readers 
methods whereby it might be possible 
to hold, their own with the layers ot 
odds. 

One Winner a Day, 

One of the cardinal points to bear in 
mind ig that itis much easier to find 
one winner a day than two. Where a 
large proportion. of punters. uncon- 
eciously play into the hands of book- 
makers is that they endeavour to find 
the winners of practically every event 
on the day’s card. ‘To the thinking 
punter this must appear to be appar- 
ently impossible over any given perjod 
of time, and rightly ‘so. 

The whole secret of profitable punt- 
img is specialisation. 


Organised Speculation, 

By this is meant that it is necessary 
to work according to a preconceived 
plan of campaign. No matter what 
the system you are working may be, 
consistency is, and must be, the key- 
note to success. 

Unless one i§ possessed with a large 
amount of self-control, a large capital, 
@ large amount of experiénce and cou- 
mage, refrain from having more than 
ene, or, at the most, two bets a day. 


Back Two-year-olds. 
Quite a good system of winner-find- 
tng ia to follow really good two-year- 


BE 
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olds. 
lowing these juveniles is that it nar- 
rows one’s field of action, and there- 
fore allows of more thorough investiga- 
tion than if all races are indulged in. 

During the first three or four months 
of the flat-racing season two-year-olds 


One of the advantages of fol- 


are confined mainly to five furlong 


TTING BY 


of 


indeed. does a horse that is not quoted 
amongst the first three or four fa- 
vourites in these events win. 


What Trainers Bet Un. 
In a nut shell, two-year-old races ars 
the best to speculate in, as trainers of 
these youngsters generally know to a 


LUCY (just engaged): Nothing can ever part Jack and me, 
DAISY (who has been there): Wait till you're married, my dear, and see! 


races, and even towards the latter 
months of the season they never ex- 
tend beyond a mile. 


Varying Distances Covered by Older 
Horses. 

Ulder horses will sometimes run at 
all distances from anything from five 
furlongs to two miles, and occasionally 
longer still. 

* Until September is reached there are 
no juvenile handicaps, but only an 
allowance for the weight for sex rule. 

An examination of past recdrds will 
show that the betting market on these 
races ig generally very reliable, much 
more so than in other races, and seldom 


nicety exactly what to expect from 
their charges and bet accordingly. 
‘There are far teo many types of races 
nowadays, and it 1s obvious that if one 
confines one’s efforts to one particular 
class of event, the fact of making a 
speciality of the subject should tend to 
increase one’s chances of winning. 


REPLIES TO READERS ON 
RACING TOPICS. 
Conducted by “ VICTOR.” 
Please Note.—Al!] questions must be 
plainly written, and the reader’s name 
and address' muet accompany every 

query. 
Readers must give a pen-name, or 


SYSTEM 


“WioroRnR” EXPLAING How TO MAX MONE WY 


In these articles various methods 


Making Money by System are 
:: described weekly. ::_ :: 
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initials, whereby they will easily 


nise their answer in this column. 


PECKHAM.—April, 1922, ee 
JOVER,—His perfomances are very 
known already. ai? 
MYRTLE.—Perhaps so! But wkyY 
you not claim? 5 
KITE.—He was born on June 24tb, 
THUS.—We oannot undertake 
wer your question in these colar, 
MAKBLE.—There does’ not appear v 
any redress for you. 
ALSU RAN.—You should draw £5 5 
CAROLINE.—(1) Yes; (2) rum at 
market. ww 
MOON.—Write to the seceretary of 
firm you mention, a 
ANNO D.—It hag never been know” 
occur. : 
ARGYLE (Luton).—It was only « HY 
“flapping” meeting. ee 
SIDCUP.—If it is as you state y 
ought to take legal advice. 
MOLLY DEVON.—Phineas MaocLit® 49 
BUSTER B.—Change to the second © 
tion after two consecutive loser#. | 6 
MARTHA.—Why not? You surely * 
expected to do so. » net 
TINKLE BELL.—Sorry, but it is rat? 
out of our Line. 


lof 
NONPLUSSED. 


rf 

A short time ago a large tao 
fitted with the most modern applia® 4d 
including electric light, caught fr@ pe 
despite the most strenuous effort# A. 
fire brigade was almost demoli# ye 
The next day a new member % op 
police force was despatched to the | 4. 
to asecrtain how the fire origi®® jy 
After closely interrogating the “ 4pe 
ager of the factory, he asked to 6 je" 
man. who was responsible for th® (gt 
trie light. The manager atated go? 
the electric switches were under b! 
control. tpe 

Police-constable: Then you are ir? 
man who lights up the electric afte 

Manager: That is so ot 

P.s.: Now be very careful 
answer my next question. _If it 
satisfactory it will be took as ® 
against you. When you lig? 
electric-light where did you thr? 
match? 


—— )e(- 
JOCK’S ALTERNATIVE. os? 
Jack Taylor had been walki®¥ jd 
with Jane Smith for some tim 
one night he popped the questio™: 
“Will ta have me, Jane?” 
And Jane replied: zs 
“I’m noan so partio’lar, Jock- it 
So it was settled, and Jock Wi got 
his way home to his mother, # ¥ { of 
Having arrived, he seated nimse out 
a three-legged stool—according 
tom—and had a “ good think.” 
Presently he burst out: 
“Mother, I’m barn (going) 
wed.” 
“Tha’ arn’t, Jack,” + 
‘‘ Willn’t ta let me, mother’ 
‘Na, Jock, I willn’t.” Py D 
“Then if I can’t wed, I’ll keeP 
pup.” 
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The Call to Arms. 


On Guard. 
ve SHE'S FOR EVER BLOWING BUBBLES, 
igiOk 6S Puff —puff—puft. 
16” “pe The bubbles jostle and leap, 
¢ ee ee" Striving as poor Humanity strives 
the (ye | From birth to its last sweet sleep. 


— 


“Don't look round, Molly dear! There’s a horrid man snapping us!” 
“The rude thing! Let's turn our backs to him, dear.” She fears no foe. 
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How You are Robbed 
in Rondon. 


Confessions of a Crook. 


THE DOWNFALL OF MAUDE. 


N-this week’s num- 
ber I will lay my- 
self aside, just by 
way of a change, 
_and tell you how a 
certain lady of my 
acquaintance, who 
is now at Ayles- 
bury Prigon, used 
to work. Her 
name was Maude 
Thornby, and she 
hailed from  Bir- 
mingham, but lived 
in Londoa from 
the time she was 
fifteen. 

She was a pret- 
ty intelligent girl, 
but took to shop- 
lifting when  ehe 
war twewe, © and _ 
werked at that 
profession like’ a 
trade, except when 


' ghe was in prison. 
Maude was known to fame on account of: her 
invention of the hollow heel shop-lifting trick, which 
she worked for years in London and other large. 
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‘Well, isn’t she honest?” 


f 


‘*That’s it; she’ll give it to my wite-” 


THE HALF-HOLIDAY. 


towns. Dressed in the height of fashion, Maude 
would enter a jeweller’s shop and ask to be shown 
some of the most valuahle rings in the window. 
After inspecting them she would make a purchase 
perhaps to the value of £10 or £20. Snddenly the 
assistant would discover that one of hig rings was 
missing, but when he drew the. attention of his 
customer to the fact, she invariably insisted that a 
constable should be sent for and submitted to be 
searched. Nothing would be found upon her, and 
then when the shopkeeper was satisfied that the ring 
was not in her possession she would be allowed to 
depart with profuse apolugies. 


‘ 


THE WAX TRICK, 


She would then demand the return of her money 
and refuse to keep her purchases, and having re- 
ceived the money hack, would proceed to give the 
shopkeeper a bit of her mind before she departed. 

Strange as it may appear, the stolen ring was in 
her possession all the time, Maude used to wear 
high-heeled boots, and in the centre of the heel was 
a ciretlar hole, which was filled with wax. 

Her method was, when she was examining the 
rings, to drop one on the ground without attracting 
the shopman’s attention and press her heel down 
on it, with the consequence that it would remain 
embedded in the wax until it was removed. 

For’a long time Maude made an average of £10 
a day by this trick' 

We worked together for some time, Maude and I, 
and it was she who suggested the following device. 
We used to drive up to a large store and Maude, 
who was supposed to be my wife, used ‘to examine 
various articles while I lounged ibout. ‘Then a 
strange thing happened. A ‘poorly-clad customer, 
or a girl attired as'a servant would alarm the estab- 
lishment by suddenly fainting. 1 would immedi- 
ately exclaim that I was a medical man. and offer 
my services to restore the lady. .My supposed wife 
would hand me her beautifully gold-mounted scent 
hottle, and while I busied myself in restoring the 
poor woman—who was, of course, a confederate—to 
consciousness, Maude would he working very ‘hard, 
and under her capacious sealskin there would ‘be a 
surprising collection of articles. I would then make 


‘save my child!” 
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a trifling purchase, receive the thanks of the mer 
agemént, and drive off with Maude to dispose of ne 
plunder and recommence operations elsewhere. , ~ 


THE MATERNAL INSTINCT, 


Poor Maude, she féell through her fondness fF 
her baby, and a raseally trick a “split” played © 
her on one occasion. She was arrested and 4 
tained on suspicion for stealing a lace jacket {T° F 
a West End store during a crush that prevailed ” 
a sale! She had the strongest possible reason ‘7 
not giving her own address ag her place was pack saa 
with stolen property, and ahe gave a mutual friend PY} 
house to the police as being the place where she W 
lodging. , 44 

A “split,” however, heard that a woman n 
been seen several times at Selfridges, so he work 
on her maternal feelings and obtained her addré 
by a low-down trick. = 

After she had been sitting in ber cell for wm 
or three hours the window was suddenly opened 2” 4 
the “split” said, ‘Which is the key. that open 
your street door in this bunch? Your servant W® 6 
out and forgot to take her key with her, s0 tb 
baby’s screaming the house down, and the girl nas 
been to the police station to see if they will b 2 
in the door. We had previously telephoned you 
description to all the stations, and that’s how they 
came to ring us up!’ 


TRAPPED. 


“My God!” said Maude; “my poor little thins: 
That's the key.” +8 
“Thank you,” said. the “split.” “Just wt 
on this bit of paper your authority for the pol! ; 
to open and enter your house, stating the num 
and street, as it will take a couple of hours tO 
a,warrant authorising us from a magistrate” . 
“Anything,” said the distracted Mande, “?™ 


got 


: ee 
Of course it was all @ ruse, the girl who bas 


most devoted both to Maude and = the child | 3 
seated by the fire feedirg it \when the “‘’tecs. iets 


rived and found the proceeds of numerous robbe" 
which résulted in poor Maude getting five of the } 
at the next sessions! Aa 
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- = Contéuna iv! I've lett my pocket-b0OOok at home, and we have a new maid,” 
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Are the best and safest remedy in the woF 
A Lady writes: “Dr. Patterson's Pills are 4% 
and safe tseasmenht for Anemia, Irregular! 
etc,, and are invaluable to females.” 


Prices 3/- and 5/- per box, post free. 


FREE ie 
Write to-day for free sample, and genU™, 
testimonials. Guaranteed genuine une © 
penalty of £1,000. 
THE MANAGERESS, d: 
_\ 8. HYGIENIC STORES, "7 
95, Charing Cross Road, Ww.C-# 
"Phone : Regent 823. Hours, 9 a.m. till 8 pe 


FREE TO WOMEN 


’ 
§ 
a 
To prove their superiority, and toi 
“POPLETS”’ do ein ae og 
Ladies’ Ailments, Irregularities, 
I will send a trial box Absolt 


Free, x 
NURSE J. |. POWELL, tn 
Brookwood Road, Wandswort': 
London, $.W. 18. 


OUR LATEST NOVE 
GIVEN AWAY __, 


To MARRIED or ADULT readers of seit 
“Half Holiday” who write for our 81g 
Price List of RUBBER GOODS, WHIR™ 7. 
SPRAYS, and ALL PRO-RACE ané oa 
CAL APPLIANCES. ABSOLUTELY now 
under plain sealed cover. . WRITB 

BEFORE IT I8 TOO LATE 


W. GEORGE, Ltd. (Dept. 
10 & 21, Green St. Leicester Sq. London. 


TO LADIES. 


) MADAME FROMONT’S Ls: 
FAMOUS FEMALE P! lion 
The Safest and Surest. 1d overh 
advertised, but known the wor’ vali 
For , Anaemia, etc., 
able for Females. 


DR. PATTERSON'S PILLS 


AS ) 
wc 


per box, post free, trom 4 
Agents, CHARLES and CO. OF 
Sundrymen, (A. S. Dept.),Wes 


Road, London, 


3 - 
Ww AUGUST 11, 1928 
7 
me RAMBO ARI ie 
net aM aa e ee 
~ |f OUTWITTED. | 
3 for en 
od of 
jy de CORI & ARS B 
from 
ad at A!” exclaimed Mlle. St. 
r Creux, the pet of the 
n fo ; : 
ed Comedie Francaise. “You 
ur will not give me lessons, 
end’? | 
cal M. Desire?’ 
> W ; 
“That is so, made- 
ad amoiselle. It is against 
bh ” 
rked my rule,” responded the 
‘ires veteran artist. 
“Against your rule 
two to give lessons in the art 
| and you love and languish 
ns over like a heart-stricken 
pant youth over his first sweet- 
the heart! Monsieur, I fail 
nas to comprehend you.” 
hy ey 
rea’ 4 Ty regrets that I 
out M not more explicit. It is my invariable rule—= 
she onoured by time— never to take pupils.” 
““Tf it is because of a disinclination to teach, 
"member, monsieur, what you owe to your art—to 
Sterity.” 
; M. Desire smiled. 
pins: “I never heard the argument before, mademoi- 
elle,” he replied, and yet it has net prevailed. 
writ? Again, mademoiselle, I do not take pupils.” 
ol ic? “At least you will let me sit to you?” 
mbef “How! Ido not paint portraits.” 
0 get FS But you put figures into your pictures?” 
he “Prue. But I do net employ models—not living 
onl¥ Models. Ah! you look surprised. But it is so, 1 
J 9 ‘sure you. I regret, mademoiselle, that I cannot 
‘wad \“quiesce in your ‘suggestion, rene !—it is .im- 
wae ‘Ossifle. Listen, mademoiselle. I could not paint 
» at Ne Stroke with a second person in the room. | It 
srie# by true. I am nervous—as a mouse. That is why 
pest Shiploy that big Englishman to stand in the ante- 


|*om.’and see that I remain undisturbed. But you 
"e #fill incredulous. Prove my assertion, made- 

th Sigelle. Attempt to enter my studio during work- 
Xe hours.” 

Later on Mile. St. Creux gathered her friends 
“tound her and repeated her conversation with the 
“inter, 

4 tee have learnt sométhing,” she said in conclu 
n. * “I know how silly are those rumours pur- 
Ming to explain M. Desire’s closed studio-door, 
"Nd Tf also know his working hours. Now, Jadies 

~~ fentlemen, you have set me the task of pene- 
4ting to this artist’s studio and watching him at 

orks a purpose attempted by many, as yet’ at- 

*tned by none. I accept your challenge.”’ 

“You will be beaten,’’ interrupted one of the 
*arty, 

“You will never pass that Englishman, Hugh, 
yho is almost as tall and heavy as the painter 
self, and who has for six vears» successfully 
.tteq the door to rich and poor.” added another. 
it, Te is sharper than a needle—he can scent‘an in- 
te? a mile distant.” * 

“Stratagem!” smilingly replied mademoiselle., 
have matured a plan. Am I not an actress?” 

a M. Desire, an eccentrie artist of great originality 
¥ wide-spread renown, never exhibited and never 

jlhited to order. His studio wa thrown open to 

ww buyers once in every quarter, when, as a 
Xtter of fact, he sold all he had painted. 

th If was in the early half of a fair spring day 
&t Mile, St. Creux went forth to storm the artist’s 

dio and defeat his burly English sentinel. Made. 

; Selle laughed heartily as she passed a group of 

hy; friends and struck a chord upon the ancient 

‘tar she carried. Her friends stared curiously. 
“What an impudent-looking fellow!” said “one. 

Evidently her disguise—adapted from one of a 

UD, of roving trouhadours then parading Paris— 
°8 Complete. 

sasic was M. Desire’s ruling passion. 

‘ ong passed the oki porteress with a bound and 

at the artist’s ante-room. ‘Hugh, the Eng- 

Minas, opened the door. 

Xy; “Well, young man!” he exclaimed, eyeing made- 
\selle scrutinously.  ‘“ What is your business?” 
“To play—to sing. See! I um a troubadour. 
Magienr the artist bade us come and sing, but, 

my companions are ill with fever, so I_come 
me, : 

“H’m!’? responded the porter. “I know some- 

Ne of my master’s vagaries. and I ‘heard a ru- 
of this freak. I will go and inquire if this 

* Convenient hour for your caterwauling. Mon- 

Tis now at work. No, ro! my young songster-’’ 
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“It says here that surgeons have discovered that orange-blossoms may be used as an anaesthetic,” : 


said Mrs. Henpeck,. 


“1 always did believe that | was unconscious when we were married,” remarked Mr. Henpeck, 


—as mademoiselle attempted to follow—*‘ rife you 
there.” 
He returned almost immediately, ae the 


studio door carefully behind him. 

“Pray be seated. M. le Troukadour,” he paid, 
“and do your best. Monsieur says he can both 
work and listen.” 

Mademoiselle sang a song, then paused in ex- 
pectancy. But the studio-door remained fixed and 
Hugh only. grunted: 

‘““Go along!, Surely you are not tired yet.” 

For five minutes more mademoiselle thrilled ; her 
loudest, then stopped again. 

“Come, don’t waste time?!’ said Hugh impera- 
tively. 

A third song, a. fourth, a fifth, sixth followed, 
with no encouragement—and mademoiselle began 
to despair as, resting upon ser guitar, she paused 
for breath dnd enery. In her natural manner she 
could have sung for hours, but the louder coarser 
voice she had adopted to simulate the real trouba- 
dour of the street wearied hér almost to pain. 

But joy! .The artists gong vas sounded and 
Hugh disappeared within. Would monsieur cend 
for her? and could she persuade him to let her sing 
while he worked? 

Hugh returned. ‘‘ Monsieur says that you may 
go inside and sing while he works.” 

Mademoiselle slipped softly i:to the studio. 
Where was M. Desire? For a moment she looked 
in vain, then espied him half-hidden between two 
large canvasses, upon one of which he worked, 

“Stand there:”’ commanded Hugh, who had fol- 
lowed, ‘‘and sing.” 

Mademoiselle obeyed, aud for lack of an exten- 
sive repertoire of such songs repeated those she had 
sung in the ante-room, her eves turned towards the 
painter. 

One song—and a2 parse. Two—and a pause. 
Three—and a pause. And so throughout the six. 
Monsieur meanwhile worked steadily without: com- 
rent,- without emotion. ITugh’s face waa radiant 
with pleasure. 

“My throat is dry,” murmured mademoiselle. 
“May'I have a little water?” 

“Sing your last song again,’ said Hugh airily, 
“then monsieur will recompense you and you can 
go, You will then find water in the ante-room.” 

Mademoiselle’s eyes lit angrily- Her temper 
was awry, hér throat perched, and she fulfilled the 
object of her desire. 

“Ah! so you command me, do you?” she cried. 
“Though my throat is as dry as an old bean you 
command me to sing. Fellow, if you had any idea 
to whom you were speaking——” 


“To Mile, St. Creux, of the Comedie Francaise, I 
believe,’ interrupted the porter, with a hearty 
guffaw. 

Mademoiselle was staggered. 

“You have found me out!” she gasped. “Ah! 
well, it is of "no consequence. 1 came to watch M,. 
Desire at his work and——’” 

“You have failed in your attempt, mademoiselle.” 

The porter’s voice and mainer had undergone 
an astounding metamorphosis, He drew off. his 
beard and his ungainly wig and reassumed the ap- 
pearance of M. Desire, 

“Mademoiselle,” he jsaid, “you have had the’ 
felicity of watching Hugh, my English servant, in an 
excellent disguise. drawing a paintless brush over 
a dry canvas. Mademoiselle, my rule is invari- 
able. Ido not take pupils, but I love to hear sweet 
singing.” 


yor 


WHILST HE ‘WAS 
MOURNING. 


A clerical delegate from Ireland: contributed -a 
cheerful incident, which had come under his imme-~ 
diate notice, to the stories told at a recent gathering 
of ministers. 

In his wife’s employ was an Irish cervant, who 
one day asked to attend the ‘ wake” of a favourite 
cousin. The desired permission was granted, and 
Norah graced the melancholy feast, clad in her 
Sunday best. 4 

A few weeks later she announced to her mistress 
that she must leave her within a month. 

“Are you dissatisfied with your work or your 
wages, Norah?’ asked the minister’s wife, taken 
by surprise, and sorry to lose a faithful servant. 

“Oh! no, mem,” said Norah quickly; “but I’m 
going to be married to my ‘cousin’s widower.’ 

“Isn't it rather sudden, Norah?” asked the mis- 
tress. 

“It’s kind of suddint to me, mem,’ said Norah, 
twisting the corner of her apron, “but ’tain’t to- 
him. He saya I was the life of the wake, mem, 
and he marked me whilst he was mourning!” 
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JUST TO UPSET THE BOYS. 
» 


Teacher: 
spring’? 

Henry: So as to keep boys from skating in sum- 
mer-time. 


Why do the frozen rivers thaw in 
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of Lipton's SUCCESS 


\. A | 
has been Quality — and to-day — 
' Quality ranks: first in the principle 
re on which LIPTON’S business is 


conducted. LIPTON’S take a 


personal pride in the excellence 
of everything they supply for the 
table. Judge for yourselves how 
well that ideal is maintained in 
all you buy from LIPTON’S 
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